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linaire, Cocteau, Aragon, Eluard, Malraux; and upon those
great living artists who inherit from Cezanne, Renoir, Degas:
Bonnard, Rouault, Maillol, Dufy, Picasso, Braque, Matisse.
How can they help us, and how, if at all, can we be of use to them?
Firstly, we can make their books more accessible. We can
publish more translations, and reprint more originals; we can
have an Edition des Introuvables^ we can bring authors who are
only names, Germain Nouveau, Tristan Corbiere, Rene Ghil,
Laurent Tailhade, Albert Jarry, that fine poet Guillaume
Apollinaire,1 before our public; those living writers of whom
we know so little, Aragon, Eluard, Jouve, Jouhandeau, Fargue,
Peret, Sartre, and strange new poets like Patrice de la Tour du*
Pin. And even the classics are unprocurable, as any of us
know who have" sought a Rimbaud, a copy of Flaubert's Letters,
or of the Goncourt Journals. Then we can try to import
one or two Frenchmen. America has received many, and
needs them certainly as much as we do, but if the talent
of Europe is going to seep slowly away across the Atlantic, as
has been the trend for the last few years, then each one of us
will be the loser. We must make an England which gives a
welcome to artists, and is not a country to be by-passed by the
European talent on its way to the U.S.A. A beginning can be
made now. Aragon is reputed to be in Switzerland; where-
ever he is he is in danger; let us fetch him out. Eluard and
his family should be rescued. Malraux would be invaluable;
and Valery. And in Tunis we have come upon our greatest
prize, that old nugget of radio-active cerebration, M. Andre
Gide, who wrote in 1941, in the German-controlled Nouvelle
Revue Frangaise, "Every time I dip into English literature
again, it is with delight. What variety! What abundance!
This is the literature whose disappearance will most im-
1 Every June, since 1940, I am haunted by a verse of Apollinaire Js
which returns like hay-fever, and which I first read in that hot,
implacable sunshine in which Paris fell.
Join, ton soleil, ardente lyre,
Brale mes doigts endoloris,
Triste et melodieuafdelire
Perre a travers rnon beau Paris
Sans avoir le cceur dTy mourir.